They call us dirty they have forgotten their sinews were pulled up from the dirt that lined our wombs the nutrients that feed their tall, straight spines and build their cities come from our tapped roots.
Our new-making leaves are punished with the silencing they demand of our mouths:
we do not choose what comes of us or becomes of us.
They call us dirty as we cycle the blood from our sheets in midnight washing machines that taste metallic quarters fed with rosy, shame-stained fingers; as they sweep our children into springtime heaps litter on the sidewalk in early dawn, they curse streaked paint of life's pulp where they walk: the mark of our inconvenient existence in the secretions that first gave them air.
They call us dirty as they prune our branches with scowls watch us weep sap; they hope
The Trumpeter ISSN 0832-6193 Volume 32, No. 2 (2016) next year we won't grow so wide, strategically starve us of starred light, train us to use optics powered by our powdered, burnt bodies and sell us their sterile dreams:
we are left time-less to wonder how our growth is always unclean.
They call us dirty
and what they tell us makes us hope we won't grow back so we bend over stubbled forests in bathroom rain showers, razors bought with cloth woven of our thin-pressed Amazonian abdomens, the legend of our depleting strength; now we are a whisper of blade on taut bark:
we are pruning ourselves to fit bonsai dreams.
They call us dirty forgetting our sugared blood was the first holy oil to crimson their heads: it trickled into their eyes to open them to the womb outside our bodies; they exchange their wailing for teeth on saws that bite into our curving osteoporosis spines, shaping our sides into that perfect hourglass, ribs lost to the creation of paper perfection:
we are in good form only when they will use us. 2016) So they tap us until we are dry, call us brittle with age dangerous, so they cut us to the stumps of our knees.
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They call us crazy, we whisper the sound a rustle echoed in our leaves: even as we kneel now, they will always end lying down, buried within us 
